90          HELEN REDEEMED
Thy cooing  in  the  night,  thy deep
after,
Thy rapture of the morning, love renewed ; And all the shadowed day to sit and brood On what has been and what should be again : Thou wilt not ?    Nay, I proffer not in vain My gifts, for I am all or will be nought. Lo, where I am can be no other thought." o   Thus to the wooded heights of Ida she Was drawn, hid in that pearly galaxy Of snow-white pigeons.
Next upon the height Of Pergamos uplift a beam of light That for its core enshrined a naked youth, Golden and fierce.    She knew the God sans
ruth, Him who had given woeful prescience  to
her,
Apollo, once her lover and her wooer ; Who  stood as  one stands glorying in his
grace And strength, full in the sun, though on her
place
Within the temple court no sun at all Shone, nor as yet upon the topmost wall Was any tinge of him, but all showed gray And sodden in  the wind  and blown sea-spray. Not to him dared   she  lift  her  voice   in
prayer, Nor scarce her eyes to see him.